Benjamin Guinness5 estates to look after and his yearlings
as well, and it's getting rather hard work for him."
" And you ? "
" I think I love my little flat in Paris almost as much
as Notre Dame, though quite in a different way," she
confided. " The trouble is that Notre Dame is always at
its best just when I want to be somewhere else."
It was a large luncheon party and after coffee we all
strolled about the grounds and down to the sea. I came
across my wife with McNeill and it struck me that they
were both looking rather interested.
" I've changed my mind, Phillips," she announced.
" I always said if I came across the man who owned Notre
Dame I should hate him, and I don't hate Mr. McNeill
at all"
" You really like the old place ? " he observed. " Well,
it has been my great hobby for years, and it is only since I
took on all this extra work for Guinness that I dreamed of
parting with it. As it is, I shall go on loving it, but I'm
going to sell it to your husband."
My wife's laugh was as derisive as my own smile.
" What's the matter with you both ? " he demanded.
" There's no trick about the place, I can assure you. It
wasn't built to fade away in a night, and the ghosts they
talk about don't really do anybody any harm. It's what
house agents would call' a most desirable and picturesque
old property.' "
" But not a bungalow," I ventured.
" Bungalow price ! " McNeill assured me.
" Let me see, I was once told how much you refused
for it when the Country Club------"
" Yes, I know," he interrupted, " but that was in the
days when everyone had heaps of money. I've kicked
myself for refusing that deal many a time since."
" What makes it more impossible than ever," I went
on, perhaps a Htde dolefully, " is that only a short time
ago I bought a house in Guernsey."
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